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Prime Minister, seemed conspiring towards his subsidence.
* How young—oh ! how young you are ! ' they seemed to
say. ' We sat here before you were breeched.' And he
agreed with them completely. Still there was nothing for
it but to go on—with Fleur in the Ladies' Gallery, old
Blythe in the Distinguished Strangers'; yes, and something
stubborn in his heart ! Clenching the notes in his hand,
therefore, he proceeded :
In spite of the war, and because of the war, the popu-
lation of their Island had increased by 2,000,000. Emi-
gration had fallen from over 200,000 to 100,000. And this
state of things was to be remedied by the mere process
of recapturing to the full European trade which, quite
obviously, had no intention of being so recaptured. What
alternative, then, was there ? Some honourable Members
he was afraid not many, would be familiar with the treatise
of Sir James Foggart, entitled c The Parlous State of
England.' (" Hear, 'hear ! "from a back Labour bench.) He
remembered to have read in a certain organ, or perhaps
he should say harmonium, of the Press, for it was not a
very deep-voiced instrument—(laughter)—that no such
crack-brained policy had ever been devised for British
consumption. (" Hear, hear!") Certainly Foggartism
was mad enough to look ahead, to be fundamental, and to
ask the country to face its own position and the music into
the bargain. . . .
About to go over e the top'—with public confession of
his faith trembling behind his lips—Michael was choked by
the sudden thought: * Is it all right—is it what I think it,
or am I an ignorant fool ? ' He swallowed vigorously, and
staring straight before him, went on :
" Foggartism deprecates surface measures for a people
in our position ; it asks the country to fix its mind on a
date—say twenty years hence—a minute in a nation's

